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broken, and with the altitude, now making its effects rather marked, they made us realise that, having accepted the challenge thrown down by the Nun Kun, we had rugged work before us* The coolies marched valiantly, although halting often to rest and breathe* To this point we saw no signs of the advance-porters, but, on surmounting several other broken slants, we spied three of them descend* ing a steep snow-wall far above, appearing like black dots on the background of pure white. As we got still higher we Raw, what is seldom seen ahead at near 20,000 feet in Himalaya, refuge-huts, three tiny green tents with bags stacked beside them* On we pushed, and in due time reached them, standing on the small, sloping snow-plateau at the base of a beautiful snow-pyramid crowning the extremity of a short eastern spur of the highest Nun Kun, which we christened White Needle Peak.
One porter and one tent-servant were waiting for us, and in an hour the three other porters joined us, returned from a tour of the heights above* Our tents were soon added to those already placed, and the camp was named White Needle Gamp. Its altitude won 19,900 feet On arrival some of the